A Chapter of Discord
opened a khaki coat, unbuttoned the neck of his long zibun
or gown, and from the folds of die white shirt below drew
out a red embroidered case with the button of which he
struggled while I tried to be patient. Finally he pulled
out a little flannel bag; inside dais was a metal case which
contained a watch. He studied it with an intent frown.
" Two o'clock," he said unexpectedly. Arab time begins
at sunset,
" By your time," said he, seeing that I looked doubtful,
" it will be eight-thirty."
" Wallah," said I, " and I was invited for eight."
" Is that so?" He looked regretful and turned to his
watch again. " It is now, I think, seven o'clock," said he.
He was doing his best.
Distressed as I was, I could not help laughing, which
puzzled him, " Let us make it seven-dbdrty," I suggested.
" That will suit me better."
" Seven and a half," said he. " Good. It is possible."
He put away his watch in its several cases with care and
pride.
Near the Maude Bridge we found a clock but no cabs.
The time was only seven-fifteen, and all was well. The
dust had cleared and there were stars. The long and empty
bridge of boats writhed and shook like a snake in the small
white fangs of the stream. My escort took me across and
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